Gustave Flaubert Letters

I love you and I embrace you with all my heart, my dear
Polycarp. My children large and small join with me.

Come now, no weakness! We all ought to be examples to
our friends, our neighbors, our fellow citizens. And how about
me, don't you think that I need help and support in my long
task that is not yet finished? Don't you love anyone, not even
your old troubadour, who still sings, and often weeps, but who
conceals himself when he weeps, as cats do when they die?

CCLXXXVII.    To GEOKGK SAND

Paris, Saturday evening1
Dear master,

I curse once more the dramatic mania and the pleasure that
certain people have in announcing remarkable news! Someone
had told me that you were very ill* Your good handwriting
came to reassure me yesterday morning, and this morning I
have received the letter from Maurice, so the Lord be praised!

What to tell you about myself? I am not stiff, I have , . .
I don't know what. Bromide of potassium has calmed me and
given me eczema on the middle of my forehead.

Abnormal things are going on inside me* My psychic de-
pression must relate to some hidden cause. I feel old, used
up, disgusted with everything, and others bore me as I do my-
self.

However, I am working, but without enthusiasm: as one does
a stint, and perhaps it is the work that makes me ill, for I
have undertaken a senseless book.

I lose myself in the recollections of my childhood like an old
man ... I do not expect anything further in life than a
succession of sheets of paper to besmear with black. It seems
to me that I am crossing an endless solitude to go I don*t know
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